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“What Fools Ghese fortals Be!” 


isTory’s weakness for repetition is proverbial. It has re- 
th peated itself so often that allusion to the fact is an out- 

worn platitude. And yet, we suspect, history is not to 

blame. It has small choice in the matter. It repeats itself 
because people have learned little or nothing from its past teachings, 
and the lesson, whatever it may be, must be taught again. Ina 
little while, tariff history will repeat itself-—-—perhaps. Sure as fate 
it will, if we do not hark back to the Wilson Tariff days and let our- 
selves learn something. That was the last occasion on which a 
tariff revision, downward, was attempted in Congress. The need of 
it was then emphasized by President Cleveland. much the same as it 
is now being emphasized by President Taft, but unless the pressure 
of public demand is irresistible for an honest reduction in the 
public’s behalf, the favored 
interests, through their 
henchmen in Congress, will 
play as sad havoc with the 
reforms of Taft as they 
undeniably did with those 
of Cleveland. In other 
words, tariff history will 
repeat itself, if we let it, 
President Taft urges quick 
action, believing that the 
sooner tariff matters are 
settled the better for the 
country. He sees nothing 
in delay but national unrest. 
Now, national unrest is a 
bad thing to have around, 
but nothing is ever settled 
until it is settled right, and 
national unrest will con- 
tinue, and history will go 
on with its monotonous re- 
petitions, until the tariff is 
settled right. Or, to par- 
ticularize, when we cease 
protecting, with absurdly fj eae AN 
high duties, combinations fii IN ‘ >A aA ' 
which have a monopoly of eh || yt is 
the commodities which they [2 P Wy 
handle, and those which [=== 
deal in commodities not 
produced here in quantities 
sufficient to meet the home 
demand. These two. ‘There 
is room. for legitimate dif- 
ference of opinion upon the 
general Subject of protec- 
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to pile up fortunes for the few, and those few already so powerful 
in their respective fields that competition is a fading memory, there 
will be unrest and resentment in the minds of all United States 
citizens who put principle above graft. Unrest, sometimes, is a 
commendable quality. We might add that it was one of the main 
ingredients of the Declaration of Independence. 


Ne 


ws WE MIGHT? as well listen to the twittering of the first robin in spring as to 

the report of the farm commission appvinted by the Administration,” — 
James J. Hill. 

In which case, the report of the farm commission is well 
worth listening to. No praise could be higher. 

= 
SPEAKER CANNON observes 
that his critics are men 

who do not make Wash- 
ington their headquarters. 
This is by no means strange. 
Distance lends perspective ; 
and seen in perspective, Mr. 
Cannon is merely coarse, 
arrogant and a tool of 
plutocracy. 





Ne 


Lapor LEADERS and capital 

leaders are alike in one 
respect: they show no dis- 
position to sacrifice them- 
selves for their fellows; and 
when they run afoul of the 
law, they inevitably put up 
what is vulgarly known as 
a “holler.” 

* . - 

Tse Fivipino is a labor 

problem all by himself. 
If he owns a banana patch 
that he can live on, he 
won't work. In this respect 
he differs from a thousand 
American loafers who don’t 
own even a banana patch, 


2 


ONG AFTER Mr. Roosevelt is 
dead, Zhe World will still 
go on as a great independent 
newspaper, unmuzzled, un- 
daunted and unterrorized. 
—The World. 








tion, but there is room for 
nothing of the sort in speci- 

fied cases like these,-and the 
tariff woods are full of them. 
While tariff schedules exist. but 


can do it. 





SEATS NOW ON SALE, 


THE Democratic BysraANpDER. —Aw, go on! 


THE REPUBLICAN BysSTANDER.— Sure he can do it. 


This is a sublime and 
soul-invigorating thought; 

and really the first pledge we 
have had that the status quo of 
the universe is to be preserved. 


I don’t believe he 


He’s a wonder. 

















SOMETHING IN THE WIND. 


THE HaArD-UP ARTIST AND THE PIECE OF FEMALE APPAREL. 


He wishes he could afford a model. He realizes that it is a windy day. And follows out 
a glorious idea. 








The sitting on the roof. 
ADVICE TO A PRESIDENT. | 
merable bells, and could feel the delirium of a burning heart when 
you swayed your head, and again I wished to be a poet that I might 


” 


A E GENTLE with the Senators and soft as chocolate creams, 
Be gentle as a female infant child; 













Avoid all interference with their little private schemes, _— “But, Harold, do you really love me?” | 
For Tactless Opposition drives them wild. He paused, breathed deep, and poured out his soul: “Yes, | 
Encase the Hand of Justice in a padded velvet glove, dearest, I think you are it.” 
Address the High and Mighty in the dulcet tones of love, And then she held up her vibrant lips, confident, satisfied. 
And coo to Malefactors like a blue-eyed turtle-dove. Homer Croy. 
Be gentle, oh, be gentle, oh, be mild! mary ; 
Be gentle with the Congressmen and do not muss their fur; ITS IDENTITY. | 

To criticize is wholly unrefined. * HAT WAS going on at your place last night, Squire?” inquired 
Remarks on Deals and Jobbery are sure to cause a stir Hi Spry. “The house was all lit up, and-——” 

With consequent distressfulness of mind. “Eh-yah!” returned the Old Codger, grimly. “They were 
Four hundred Gallant Gentlemen, all white as driven snow, having a stung party, and it was an unqualified success.” 
The Welfare of their Country is the only thing they know— “A stung party?” 
Or if it chances otherwise one must not tell them so. “Yep! Lot o’ people came to spring a surprise party on me, 

Be gentle, oh, be gentle, ch, be kind! and I failed to show up.” 


Be thankful to the Plunderers for all that they have left, 
Be gracious to the Pirates of the Street. . 
Forbear to mention ‘‘ Knavery’”’ and never speak of ‘‘Theft””— * eA SS 
Explicitness is always Indiscreet. Soa CaF M 
Employ a Barkless Watchdog who has lost his final tooth; ; d 
Conciliate the Erring Ones with tenderness and ruth, 
And never hurt their feelings with the hard, unvarnished Truth 
Be gentle, oh, be gentle, oh, be sweet! 
Arthur Guiterman. 
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LOVE’S LANGUAGE. 


¥ was the morning of that fearsome, uncertain day 
on which the bonds were to be made fast, where 
a tiny path yet leads back, when each tries to peer 
into the future and wonders, and doubts, and 
hesitates. 

They were alone, and she drew near him, 
aware, and watchful. 

‘Harold, dearest, in a few hours it will all be 
over. Can you grasp it all? But did you dream 
of me last night?” 

“Yes, ownest. I saw you asa black, marvelous 
swan, drifting placidly all alone on a mirrored lake, 
with here and there a flat floating leaf. And thea I, 
an humble, joyous swan, too, began to float out to 
you. And my soul took fire, dearest, and I thrilled 
all over as you swung superbly around, and I wished 
to be a poet with a living, passionate pen, and I 
wished myself an earth-god, and that a raging wind 
and destruction would come, would swoop down upon . 
you that I might seize you in my arms and defy the storm-god. THE MISSING PIECE. 
And I could smell sweet incense and hear the tinkling of innu- Cupip’s Jicsaw Puzz.e. 





Seq” 











n artist is a man who insists on taking so much of his compensation in 
the delight of doing a good thing well that he can't earn money enough 
to support a family. 

























THE AMOURS OF AMETHYST JONES. 
i. 
H* MOTHER named him Amethyst Jones because his father, who 
sold hardware and had the soul of a chilled iron plough, was 
Different. Then, too, the fond young mother had in mind 
that beautiful old metaphor regarding her children accredited 
to the Roman mother, Cornelia: These are my jewels. 

We may safely believe these facts concerning the name be- 

stowed in his tender infancy upon Amethyst Jones. 
In his capacity as idyllic raconteur, we shall know 
hj, our :\methyst Jones of to-day, at the seasoned 
age of forty-eight, once again bald, truly 
a gem of a man, and altogether an or- 
\eare nament to his club. There, in winter 
oa = evenings he tells tales of love and youth, 
\ — ZA ff) of bewildering romance, and tenderest 
Rs, passion. We may justly conceive of 
Amethyst Jones as the soul of poesy, 
the very instrument of sweet emo- | 
tion—the harp thro’ whose strings > 
are sung in monotone o’ winter 
nights the wonderful world - old 
songs that never die. For Amethyst 
Jones’ life has been a round of sus- 
ceptibility, filled with the loves of women. 
Only the inherited physique of his father, 
the hardware dealer, could have saved Ame- 
thyst through the years; the romantic character of his 
fragile girl mother’s pretty temperament shines in eyes that 
still are soulful, though Amethyst has grown as bald as a bar- 
rel, as rotund as a red apple and as rich as a politician. But 
these be surface hints that may lead one astray: idle superfic- 
ialities which do him wrong. Listen, and you shall hear, as we 
heard the other night at the club, a cosy party of four, with the 
steam of hot Scotch rising like mists about us. And the eyes of 
Amethyst Jones were looking far back through the years. 

“The first time I fell into love—Ah, me! I was twelve and 
she was thirteen—a witching red-cheeked little girl with a pigtail 
down her back and shining eyes that felt sorry for me, and said so. 
Love always begins in sorrow: put that down as a first principle. 
It was at school. I had been throwing spit balls, and was con- 
demned to sit on the “girl’s side” in one of those old fashioned 
double seats, with Amy Bean. Morose and ashamed, the horror of 
my situation was like salt on a wound. The small boys of the 
school, demons of mirth, tittered and grinned. A subdued but 
awful hum of merriment compassed me about. Holding my big 
geography in front of my burning face, murder dwelt in my breast. 
Now and then a sibilant communication from one boy to another 
rent the air: little girls snickered. I held the geography closer. A 
tear of rage ran down my cheek. And Amy Bean saw. She held 
her big geography before her. We had shut out the world. Love 
was born. She leaned closer, and the pure fragrance of that sweet 
little maiden’s hair 
was wafted into my 
very soul. She laid 
her hand across my 
grimy fist. I throb- 
bed to the touch. 
Her big brown eyes 
were lighted with 
pity—the infinite 
pity that shines only 
_ in the eyes of An- 
gels and women. 
And I kissed her. 
With the longing 
and pain of that 
kiss my heart lifted 
itself to the skies. 
Amy bent closer to 
me. I hugged her. 
Like dry land and 
salvation surround- 
ed by a cruel waste 
of waters we two 
were upon a lovely 
island of romance 
surrounded by geog- 
raphies, safe in our se- 
cret bliss. What matter 
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MODERNIZED. 


THE PeEwit (sternly).—Why did you kill Cock Robin? 
THE SPARROW (nonchalently).— The Unwritten Law. 








FACTS ABOUT FAIRY TALES.—I. 


THE INSIDE HistoRY IN THE CASE OF JACK, THE GIANT KILLER. 





now that insolent small boys and foolish little girls tittered and 
whispered and jeered? 

“T kissed Amy Bean two hundred times that morning. She 
told me, at the hundred and ninetieth smack, having, with that fine 
calculating instinct peculiar to women in love affairs kept count from 
the first kiss. I gave her ten more before recess. Nor did I then 
incontinently rush forth to the school yard to mingle with the gross 
youth. What were they to me, now? And what, indeed, was re- 
cess, but a function for fools? Loyal to our new-born love, Amy 
continued to sit beside me. Little girls gathered about us. I looked 
with scorn upon them. ‘They were not of the world in which we 
lived. Amy barely deigned to notice their pointed remarks. What 
was my unspeakable 
disgust and dismay 

when, at the close 
of recess, the teach- 
er informed me that 
I was to return to 
my own seat. De- 
siring to prove my 
mettle to my darling 
J threw a spit ball 
full and fair at the 
blackboard behind 
the teacher’s desk 
within the next 
three minutes, It 
struck the teacher's 
eyeglass and spread 
itself like a ridicu- 
lous plaster. The 
spinster’s stern tone 
Tang out as she 
swept down the 
aisle, and lifted me 
by the hair of my 
devoted head, while 
Amy Bean gazed in 
horror upon me, her 
hero, That love stricken 


























glance and the pitiful cry of Amy Bean gave birth to a Fighter. I 
fought the teacher. 


of our love. 
The _ teacher 
dragged me to 
the entry of 
the school 
house. So val- 
iantly I fought, 
with the glory 
of love in my 
veins, that I 
brought tears 
of anger and 
anguish to the 
teacher’s eyes. 
I can see her 
now, as she 
gathered her 
skirts and 
dealt mea last 
magnificent 
cuff as I stum- 
bled in fury 
through the 
outer door, 
and fell head- 
long upon the 
frozen earth. 
** Amethyst 
Jones!” she 


screamed, “go 
home ! — I shall 
see your father to- 
Those words 
were the first that had 
marred my love, or made 
me afraid, since I had kissed 

the lips of Amy Bean and awaked 

‘My father!’ Awful thought! 


night! 


to Passion... 
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have always believed was at the instigation of the other girls. 
Well, the teacher told my father, not only of my villiany, but of my 
love. 


y y “Father 
Bh) Soe ; , Wij y/ 7 Yd not s aioe 
a / Ld py Wy iy i. Waa «easily pleased, 
. BL Z < Lyf yy YA, but I a 
Wi iY 


me “Li Ly } 7 merry, as 
Wr wal (ae dl ; J when he 


ima | mel greeted me 
that after- 
noon at dusk. 
‘Myson,’ said 
he, ‘we are 
going into the 
woodshed.’ 
Gently he led 
me. 

*“‘ As a coun- 
ter irritant to 
love, what 
happened in 
the woodshed 
was magnifi- 
cent. Amy 


I was battling for Amy Bean and the dignity 








saw him so 








Bean is un- 
. | a = married to 
ANS S\ i SE, AT this day.” 
Ae \\e \\ YY . YJ fy | " < 
= ) \\ \ s ) Fred. Ladd. 
4, ) \}\ Ser ‘ 
. \ . ie ~s 
(\ WASTED. 


Vi wr pe Leon, 
glancing through 

the Elysium Ladies’ 
Companion, encountered 
the American Hygienic 
Face Bloom Company’s free 


THE TRAFFIC SQUAD OF THE FUTURE. 





. And yet, as I left the school yard, casting a last glance back trial offer, don’t send any money, in the advertising columns. 


at the building, the sweet face of Amy Bean was fastened to a win- 





OH, IT CAN’T BE TRUE! night. She let it go by in- 


‘“‘He’s the most wonderful head-writer 
on newspaper row!” 

‘*What’s so wonderful about him?” 

“Why, Ae can put a head on an appen- 
dicitis story without writing ‘Under the 


Knife.’ ” 


Jones was so sad that we, listening spell-bound to his recital of 
early romance, felt our eyes moisten and our hearts throb. The 
eyes of Amethyst himself still were far away. 
tense silence, for Amethyst Jones to go on. 

that he never married Amy. Amethyst took a drink. 
resumed, “ Amy didn’t show up, to run away with me that night. 
Her love had grown cold. Her calculating instinct had killed it. 
She figured that I couldn’t support her. She had taken advice. 
ee — she had told the teacher. 





“Wouldn’t that crimp your eternal life ambitions!” he cried. 
dow pane. And what man would not “Now I walked from Jack- 
proudly die for love? sonville to Key West look- 
“But I decided not to ing for the fountain of the 
die. I determined to run bloom of youth, and here 
away, and to take Amy it is, sent on approval in 
with me, and be married, _three-ounce bottles, recom- 
and go to some distant mended by Lily Langtry 
place, and find a job. and positively guaranteed 
That noon I waylaid to keep the Witch of Endor 
Amy Bean on her way as fresh as a Chicago type- 
home, and explained my writer girl, and only seven- 
purposes. Amy was much _ ty-five cents a bottle.” 
affected. We went behind After that, Ponce went 
her father’s barn and kiss- out and talked for thirty 
ed each other. Never be- minutes to a policeman. 
fore had I known that Amy 
Bean was so beautiful and TAFT’S GAME. 
so sweet. Amy agreedto “ D° you know anything 
meet me after school that about golf ?” 
“ A little.” 
ference that she would run “What's the proper club 
away with me, and be mar- to land a fourth-class post- 
ried. But Ah, my dear little mastership with ?” 
first love! — How cruel you 
were — how cruel!” IN 1920. 
The face of Amethyst Ei igre died while under 
the influence of liquor.” 
“Too bad. He was an 
We waited, in aeronaut of considerable 
Somehow, we felt ability.” 
“No,” he “True. But last night he 
mistook a chimney for a hitch- 
ing post and when the furnace 
started up this morning, he 
was suffocated.” 





IN THE BEGINNING. 


‘‘These leases are getting fierce,” declared 
the first cave-dweller. 

‘‘That’s right,” chimed in the second cave- 
dweller, ‘‘ Our landlord won't let us keep ichthyo- 
This, however, I sauri, dodos, sabre-toothed tigers, or pterodactyls.” 








aden attention to he mote in our woighber's eye gives him an senaidnely 
For effective repartee. 
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BEATING HIS BREAST. 











ago, at the hands of an infuriated 
catamount. The blushing bride 
has our heartfelt thanks for a 
large section of wedding cake 
made by her own fair hands, 
which certainly melted in ye ed- 
itorial maw. We devoutly wish 
her many happy returns of the 
day. 
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THE USUAL HARBINGERS. 


“© ucns of spring are in evi- 
dence.” 

“Sor” 

“Yes; the robins have gone 
South for preliminary practice, 
and early baseball players have 
been seen about the parks.” 























A MODERN PARABLE. 
ex fans Ei MAN with one talent could 





























hardly wait for the question 


BENEVOLENT CLERGYMAN. — Too ‘« Grief nothing ! —— “I’m practicing deep breathing as to how he had used the golden 
bad — too bad! A poor, grief-strick- ‘ and beating the air into the back of opportunity. When the query 
en mortal. I’ll comfort him. my lungs.”’ was at last put, he answered, in 


tremulous tones: 

“Master, behold, I found a mail- 
“THE WEARING OF THE GREEN.” order journal and looked through the advertisements. Lo! I have 
here one stem-wind, solid-gold watch, 32 embossed-silk postcards, 
one $4.98 head-to-foot clothes outfit, including a red tie and a 
pink shirt, a family knitter,-a receipt for baldness, a novelty knife 
with the picture of Taft on the handle, a washing machine, special 
correspondence courses in high-wire walking, short-story writing, 
clog-dancing, dentistry and diplomacy, and 168 packages of bluing.” 

They made him ruler over Yonkers and Mount Vernon. 





HROUGH Cintral Park wan mornin’ I happined for to pass, 
And iverywhere I saw the sign of ‘‘ Plaze Kape Off the Grass! ”’ 
An’ siveral big policemen —I thought them mighty mean,— 
Were chasin’ little childer for the Wearing of the Green. 


I sought a billiard parlor to play a game or two; 

I tried a massé shot an’ ripped the cushion wid my cue; 
Whin up an’ came the marker, all smilin’ an’ serene, 
An’ taxed me sivin dollars for the Wearing of the 

Green. 4 


Sigs - Srove.—I hear you are keeping company with Gas Meter. 
Water Heater.—I! should say not. He’s too fast for me. 


I met a fly detective upon his way to 
court, 
His lift hand hild a Farmer an’ his 
right hand gripped a Sport. 
I axed him why he’d nabbed thim, 
he answers, bright an’ keen, 
‘*We’re jailin’ green-goods sharpers 
for the Wearing of the Green.”’ 
Arthur Guiterman. 















FROM THE POLKVILLE CLARION. 


Dg after the golden chariot of the sun 
god had slowly slidden down the rose- 
ate western slope, the solemn words were 
uttered by the Reverend Mr. Busenbark 
which forever made one the fond hearts 
of Mrs. Allegretta Frakes and Colonel 
John B. Hollowell, our city’s foremost 
auctioneer. It was one of the most chaste 
and enjoyable functions of the present so- 
cial season, and bright the lamps shone 
o’er fair women and brave men, among 
“ which ye scribe felt highly honored to be 
numbered. 

Two of the bride’s former husbands 
were present in person, and lent ec/at to the 
occasion by their genial wit and donhommy, while 
a third gentleman who formerly occupied that en- 
viable position, but is now, we regret to say, un- 
avoidably detained in the penitentiary, was ably repre- 
sented by his brother, the prosperous and influential 


proprietor of a tonsorial parlor in the neighboring city of ' DARKNESS AND DAWN. 

Tumlinville, who upon this occasion sang“ Oh, Promise Me!” THE PHOTOGRAPHER (in despair).—I can’t possibly get sufficient light 
with deep feeling. Unfortunately, the lady’s first husband in my studio to-day to do justice to your family group, Mr. Lamblack. 

was not numbered among those present, having heroically Mr. LAMBLACK.— Can’t? Why, your contemp’ries always uses flash- 
perished, while returning from a lynching some three years lights when we sits fo’ photos! 








ny new fashion is amply justified if it has the effect of making all 
other fashions look old. 





























AFRICAN VERSION OF A CELEBRATED MOTTO. 


*Don’r FLincu, Don’t Foun, Ilirt THE Lion ITARD!” 


UNDER THEM. 


Ce you ever feel as though your fingers were all 
thumbs ? 
HENPEKT.— No; but I’ve felt as though my wife’s were! 


ie 


A HIGH-SPEED HEAVER. 


OwneER APARTMENT Housk.—Wuat? Ten ton of coal gone in 
less than two weeks? Suffering landlords! Explain— Snow Me! 

JANITOR (meekly).— You see, sir, a week ago I engaged a good, 
husky assistant and I didn’t discover till to-day that he was formerly 
stoker on an Atlantic liner. 





ROLLO AND JONAS ON THE CURB. 


a Bee Jonas! What are those men doing? Are they crazy?” 
“Not legally so, Rollo. They are curb brokers.” 
“ And what is a curb broker?” 
“ He is one, Rollo, who sells something he hasn’t got to some- 
one who doesn’t really buy it.” 
“Why, that is like the men in the building across the street.” 
“Ves; the difference is only about $75,000.” 
“See that man with the red cap, Jonas. He is waving his 
hands. There! ‘That other man in the third- 
story window has waved back. What 
is that for?” 
“That means that the man in the red 
cap has sold 12,000 shares of Dewdrop.” 
*That must be a great deal of money.” 
“Yes. ‘That is almost seven dollars, 
at the present price of Dewdrop. The 
firm will soon be able to pay its rent 
for last October.” 
“They seem to be a healthy looking 
bunch, Jonas.” 
“So they are. Most have taken 
their basketball degree at Yarvard.” 
“ And is this, then, their life work ?” 
“Well, Rollo, most of them could 
qualify as motormen, if it were not 
for the keen competition of the im- 
migrant class. Freeman Tilden. - 





A.SLICER , SURGEON | 
OPERATIONS 
FROM 1 To $ocvock 


MODERN THEOLOGY. 


— DOoNn’r know what the churches are A REGULAR CUT-UP. 


coming to,” mused the Cynic. 

“The devil has degenerated into a trade-mark for hemp-rope 
canned under the name of ham, and into a third-rate actor in a cheap 
play. There isn’t enough. of hell left to roast peanuts. The word . 
‘Christian’ is used to bolster up pseudo-science, and the name of the 
Deity is used chiefly for. purposes of emphasis. No, sir, 1 doa’: 
know what we are coming to.” 


A COMPOSITE PRODUCT. 


M*: Boccs.— Mr. Meekman is a splendid example of what a 
man ought to be. 

Mr. Boccs.— Not on your life.. He's a splendid example of 

what a wife, two sisters, a grown-up daughter and a mother-in-law 
think a man ought to be. 
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A CHINESE PLAY] IT 
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IN BEHALF OF WHISKERS. 





E HAVE deplored for many years a froward tendency on the 


ner has ever passed our understanding. There is not, 
there should not be considered to be, anything funny 
about whiskers. Whiskers are beautiful, useful, at- 

















tractive, significant, manly and adorable. Whiskers, 
magnificent, flourishing, beneficent whiskers are to the Lords 
of Creation what glorious hair is to womanhood, No finer 
sight exists, no attribute more charming may be conceived 
than a beautiful set of flowing auburn side whiskers. The 
disgusting habit which certain ill favored individuals who 
could not possibly possess these fine. facial ornaments have 
of referring to a well kept and elegantly trained set of red 
side whiskers as “lace curtains” cannot be too severely 
condemned. If nature or art has ever produced anything 
more inspiring..spectacular or delectable than red side 
whiskers we have not seen it. The man who wears red 
side whiskers is one of nature’s noblemen. His courage 
matches his whiskers. 

‘lake ‘the ornate, patriarchal and benignant beard; the 
beard which has known no profaning touch of the barber’s 
shears for many a season; the beard which has grown with a 
man’s character, which has developed with his increasing worth 
1s a citizen: which is the trade-mark of his individuality; which 
gracefully furls itself about his face when wintry winds fiercely 
blow —is there anything uproariously funny about such whiskers 
as these? Suppose that, in a whiskers-measuring contest, these 
beautiful bunches of whiskers qwou/d fill a peck measure. Is that a 
subject for laughter?. " Rather, for. congratulation! If Whiskers 
must be but a synonym for Levity, indeed were we come to a pretty 
pass! Whiskers are more valuable, attractive and wonderful than 
anything which grows upon the face of man. And infinitely super- 
ior to the idiotic grin of those beardless triflers who put on a foolish 
smile whenever the entirely proper and perfectly serious subject of 
whiskers is mentioned. Fred Ladd. 





THE SIDEWALKS 


HARD TIMES AND MELANCHOLIA. : 



















part of a certain light and frivolous element of the pepu- a Ry SS 
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A FAMILY. COMPROMISE. 


Prete YALLERBY.— Dat am akid to be proud ob, Mose. What do you 
done call de fat rascal ? 

MosE MoKEton.— Jack Washin’ton Moketon. 

Pere YALLERBY.—Jack Washin’ton? Done make a mistake,didn’t you ? 

Mose MOKETON.— Nopey! Mah wife she insist on callin’ him Bookeh 
Washin’ton, an’ I stood pat fo’ Jack Johnson, so we split de difference. 
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be a COUPLE over at the other table, I see,” 

remarked the star boarder, 

“Mr. and Mrs. Dabbs,” announced the 
landlady in a stage whisper. ‘He has come 
here to work in a big bank and perfect himself 
in high-class business methods. His father is 
president of a bank at home.” 






vi 


ww 





“Um.” 
« And a director in two other banks.” 
“ Um.” 
“And Mrs. Dabbs is distantly related to a Congressman.” 
“You don’t say ?” ; 


«“ And Mr. Dabbs’ cousin married a count.” 

«‘ And his uncle is a real plumber, and his brother owns a garage 
in his own right, I s’pose?” interpolated the humorous boarder. 

“That kind of comedy makes no hit with me,” retorted the 
landlady, frigidly. 

The humorous one subsided. 
his board. 

“I see I get a neck,” grunted the grouchy boarder, as the 


He was notoriously behind with 





QUICK 


DRESSING. 


The woman was in her nightrobe, and she shrank back when the 
brave fireman came to carry her from the burning building. 

‘‘I’m not dressed!” she protested. 

With great presence of mind he handed her a pair of shears. 

“Cut a foot or so off the neck of that garment, and you'll be all 
right!” quoth he, — 








The Prune Eaters. 


‘apis 





chicken was passed. “I s’pose the Dabbs 
combination has fell heir to my wing.” 

“ Lizzie!” 

“Yes’m.” 

“Plenty of white meat for Mr. and Mrs. Dabbs.” 

* Rented that third’story back?” inquired 
the star boarder. 

“Mr. and Mrs. Dabbs have taken it,” replied 
the landlady; ‘but they want the second story front 
whenever vacated. They expect to be permanent, they do.” 

The landlady being called to the kitchen, the humorous boarder 
ventured to get into the conversation again. 

“We'll get nothing but Dabbs for the next two weeks,” declared 
he, “or even until the next new ones arrive. Banker, eh? He looks 
like a glass crash to me.” 

“What I object to,” snarled the grouchy boarder, ‘is all this 
flubdub over every new party that blows in. The old beldame lays 
it on too strong.” 

“Tt’s always that way with a landlady,” said the star boarder, 
indulgently. “All the new geese are swans.” Will S. Adkins. 


A SOLDIER OF THE LEGION. 


A SOLDIER of the Legion was dying for a beer, 
There was lack of liquid comfort, there was dearth of 
sundry cheer, 
A roundsman stopped beside him, passed 
along. 


A 


The danger o’er, 

He hustles ’round the corner to the ‘‘ Family 

door. 

‘**Good evenin’ to ye, officer; it’s lookin’ 
fine ye be. 

And what is yours this evenin’? Come on, 
the drink’s on me.” 

“*T believe I will, Mulcahy. 
work of mine, 

This watchin’ out for Bingham, —for 
Bingham or resign. 


Entrance” 


’Tis thirsty 


‘* What sort of man could stand it—all night 
without a drink ? 

And least of all a copper. 
they think. 

And where’s the rale harm in it—a glass among 


I wonder what 





your friends, 
Providin’ no one’s lookin’, and there the matter ends. 
They say if I’m on jooty, or if it’s after hours, 
They’ll break me if they catch me; but, by the Holy Powers! 
To keep a man that thirsty, ’tis drawin’ it too fine, — 
To die of thirst for Bingham, — for Bingham or resign. 


** Your place is twice as handy as any on the street ; 
You'll never have no trouble while Murphy’s on the beat. 
And if it’s after hours, with all your curtains down, 
’*Tis quite as law-abidin’ as any in the town. 
And will I take another? I suppose I oughtn’t to; 
But if a man’s that thirsty, whatever can he do? 
So just one more, Mulcahy; a bit of suds for mine; — 
With both eyes peeled for Bingham, — for Bingham or resign.” 
F. 4. — 


Mm” a sini is without honor, even in its own business. 














PERFECT IN AGE 


While Rock. Vz: 


**The World ’s Best Table Water’’ 


first bottle of 
Now ready, 1909 edition of the famous “Richard's Poor Almanack," the hit of Bidg., Ni Beautifu 
and illustrated humorous book. Sent for roc. Address White Rock, Flatiron oe York. R Cyt 





























Positions 
Write for Handsome 
SCHOOL OF APPLIED ART (Founded 1898.) _ 
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‘TEACHER.—Correct, Tommy Timson; the person who signs a note $2, 00 and 06 Mescher Htreet. assiads af 
is called the maker, or promissor. Now, what’s the person who writes Seenen w tnnoson: of Seatmen oon, | pacers . a 
Gold ot all Sret-class cafes and by jobbers. his name on the back of the note called? un “ 
WM. LANAHAN & SON, Baltimore, Md. Tommy.—A sucker, or fall guy! "i eit 
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SHORT SIXES THE RUNAWAY BROWNS 


They will delight all sorts and conditions of Will bring more than one hearty laugh even 
readers. — Pittsburgh Dispatch, from those unused to smile. —N., P. GS. Bulletin. 


So a 
MADE IN FRANCE MORE SHORT SIXES 





= a 





Though the creations are de Maupassant’sthe style You smile over their delicious absurdities, per- 
is Bunner’s, and we are well acquainted with that haps, but never roar because they are ‘awfully 
quaint humor and originality.—etroit Free Press. funny.” — Boston Times. - 


Sa 
THE SUBURBAN SAGE 


Mr. Bunner in the present volume writes in his most happy mood.— Boston Times 








PRICE, in Cloth :: :: :: $1.00 per Volume. 








H. C. BUNNER ' For sale by all Booksellers, Address: PUCK, 
or by mail from the Publishers on receipt of price. 295-309 Lafayette Street, New York. 
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IVER JOHNSON 


SAFETY AUTOMATIC REVOLVER 


Abssutsty proof against carelessness, or acci- 
dental shooting. Throw it down stairs. let 
it fall to the floor—or 


Hammer the Hammer 


—any test you make will prove the 
positive safety of an Iver Johnson 
Safety, pg te Revolver. No 
“lock.” “lever,” no device of 
po J kind for you to “work”—this 
ety (feature is entirely auto- 
matic, a part of the firing mechanism. There i is only one way to dis- 
charge it—pull the trigger all the way back, Then it shoots true and hits hard. 
Send for our free booklet, “Shots” —2t clearly explains thts positive safety 
Iver Johnson Safety Hammer Revolver Iver Johnson Safety Hammerless Revolver 
wien bbl oc cal ct Duin ool, 90 | harralor calibre conterhee Sicim barcal 90 
c.f. n. or c rrel; re ce: 
jprire len length barrel or b! or bled finish at at alight ex tra cont. ee a 
Hardwarelan Good: ers everyw. ore. or sent pre onreceiptof price 
if eee will not ae a a9 7 for ae eeot owl’s head on the grip and our naan on the barrel, 
Arms & Cycle Works, 152 River Street, Fitchburg, Mass. 
New York: 4 Chambers Street Ham . Germany: Pickhuben 4 
San Francisco: Phil, B. Bekeart Co., 717 Market Street 
Makers seus Johnson Single Barrel Shotguns and Truss Bridge Bicycles 








A TENDERFOOT went out to Yuma, 
And there he encountered a puma— 
And later they found 
Just a spot on the ground — 
And a puma in very good Huma! 
—Douglas, Ariz., Dispatch. 


BrooKLyn’s Dizzy WHIRL. 


What has certainly been the gayest week of the season came to an end 
last night. It seems incredible, but very close to fifty events were compressed 
into this one week, all of them occasions of real fashionable note. Column 
after column, practically two pages in all, has been printed in the Zag/e daily, 
under the “ Brooklyn Society” heading, describing these affairs. 

Dance has been following dance, wedding, wedding; Bridge, Bridge; At 
home, at home. The week has been one of hurry-scurry, too much, it might 
appear. But the modern girl takes her gayety very practically and can stand 
any amount of it. Not one says, when she is talked to, that too much has been 
going on. She enjoys it all, and if there had been more Bridges and more 
dances, none of them would have lacked guests. 

The past few days have had so much that a brief historical recapitulation 
will be worth while. The list here is not necessarily complete, it should be 
remembered. It does not name everything that took place. But in a fairly 
comprehensive way it gives the week’s story, its measure of gayety that was 
heaped to overflowing, etc., etc., etc.—Brooklyn Eagle. 








THe TERM FoR It. 

“My weight,” said Huskie, “is ex- 
actly 250 pounds.” 

“You mean with all your heavy 
clothes on?” queried Ascum. 

“No, sir! that’s my net weight.” 

“Net? Most folks would call that 
gross."—TZhe Catholic Standard and 
Times. 


THe foreman of the furnaces to 
Satan went and said: “We must hus- 
band our resources or the fires will 
soon be dead; for the brimstone mines 
are failing and I have the gravest 
fears, that our pipes will all be frozen 
in perhaps a dozen years.” Then the 
devil sat and pondered, and he said: 
“T’ve often. thought, in the course of 
passing ages, that we’re keeping hell 
too hot; there are other ways to tor- 
ture than to cook on blazing pyres, so 
I think we'll close the dampers and 
put out the biggest fires, and the 
damned who come to suffer for their 
evil deeds and wrongs, they will have 
to sit and listen while we sing them 
campaign songs.”— Walt Mason in 
Emporia Gazette, 





Pears 


Learn to say “ Pears’” 
when you ask for soap. 
There are other soaps, of 
course, but Pears’ is best 
for you and matchless for 


the complexion. 
You can buy Pears’ everywhere. 





LirTLe beads of putty, 
Little bits of glass, 
Make the average jewels 
On the average lass! 
—Douglas, Ariz., Dispatch. 








A GREAT SAVING. 





- LittLe Moset.—Golly, Pop, ah’s glad he’s a rabbit. 
If he wuz a possum, we'd have ter ask Massa Taft ¢’ 


dinner. 





Grape fruit is made still mare appetizing by a few 
dashes of Abbott's Bitters. Try it at tg-morrow’s 
breakfast. 





YOUR KNOWING FRIEND KNOWS 
that the odor of Creme de Menthe 
is preferable to that of tobacco and 
therefore chews Chiclets. 


in little nickel 
antes 5.10 te Soon by 
Fy paadelphia: M32 + 
- ° 
> Seb Goncats, Ganada- + 











“SHOULD actresses wed?” asks a 
Paris paper. Certainly, but not to ex- 
cess.—Milwaukee Sentinel. 


“Does Mrs. Peck’s husband com- 
mand a good salary ?” 

“He earns a good salary. She com- 
mands it.”— Boston Transcript. 


Business Goon. 

“Our little town is booming,” said 
Subbubs, proudly; “down in our busi- 
ness section I heard a couple of travel- 
ing salesmen talking about it very en- 
thusiastically.” 

“Yes,” said Citiman; 
were they in?” 

“ Well,— er—one was selling drugs 
and the other funeral supplies.”— Zhe 
Catholic Standard and Times. 
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CHEER UP!!! 
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CHEER UP!! Photo Gelatine Print, 9x 19 in. 
By Leighton Rudd. PRICE 25 CENTS 





Get a copy of this popular print 
and MAKE HOME HAPPY. 


This is but one example of the PuCK PROOFS. 
Send Ten Cents for new Catalogue with over 
Seventy Miniature Reproductions. 


Address PUCK, New York, 
295— 309 Lafayette Street 


Teme - gees by GURELMAN COMPANY, 
ird Avenue, New York. 
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The and ine Chartreuse has 
always been and still is made by the Carthu- 
sian Monks ( PéresChartreux), who, since their 
expulsion from France, have been located at 
: Tarragona, Spain; and, although the old labels 





and insignia originated by the Monks have 
been adjudged by the Federal Courts of this 
country to be still the exclusive property ofthe 
Monks, their world-renowned productis now- 
adays known as“ Liqueur Péres Chartreux.” 


Batjer & Co., 45 Broadway, New York, N. Y. 
Sole Agents for United States. 


At first-class Wine Merchants, Grocers, Hotels, Cafés, ; 








Time is not blamed if a worried 
woman looks old, but you bet her hus- 
band catches it.— Atchison Weekly Post. 





“NESTOR” “IMPORTED” “ROYAL NESTOR” 











“Way marryat all?” asks Lady Ar- 
thur Paget. One reason is that most of 
the ladies insist upon it. — Chicago 
Record Herald. 








If You Like 
to Hunt, 
Fish or Camp 


You will enjoy the 
National Sportsman 


Every month the National 
Sportsman contains 160 
es or more, crammed 
m cover to cover with 
photos from life, stories of 
ting, fishing, pi 
and tramping, which will 
thrill and interest you. 
This monthly visitor will 
lure you pleasantly away 
from the monotonous 
grind of your every-day 
work to the healthful at- 
mosphere ofthe woodsand 
fields. Single copies l5c, 
yearly subscription $1.00. 


Special Trial Offer 


Send us 25 cents, 
stamps or coin, 
and we will send 
you the National 
Sportsman for 























jon! - 
also one of our 
heavy bur- 
nished Ormolu 
Gold Watch 
Fobs ‘regular 
price 50c) as 
here shown, with 
russet leather 
strap and gold 


plated buckle. Can 
you beat this? 
Watch Fob, regular price........... 50c ) All yours 





POINTED PARA->)} 
GRAPHS, 


A fool and his 
father’s money are 
easily separated. 


We feel sorry for 
a man that other men 
call ‘‘pretty.” 


If you are dissatis- 
fied with your lot 
advertise it for 
sale. 


Why is a man 
supposed to saw 
wood when he says 
nothing ? 


Everybody is on 
the job when it 
comes to knocking 
a knocker. 


Some men man- 
age to dodge enough 
work to keep a 
dozen people busy. 


A positive asser- 
tion may silence ar- 
gument even if it 
doesn’t convince. 


Some people make 
a specialty of giving 
advice they know 
will not be heeded, 
— Chicago Daily 


News. 








C4 MBRIDGE | 


he regular size 





PHILIP MORRIS 


CIGARETTES 


Anywhere and 
everywhere, 
they're always 
the proper thing 


1c) smoke. 


BASSA DOR 


ifter 


In Little Brown Boxes 





FasHION NOTE. 


By wearing a sheath 
gown instead of a 
skirt 

A woman not only 
doth court 

Attention from all, 
but provideth 
withal 

A visible means of 
support. 

— Cornell Widow. 


THE DRUGGISTS 
of Kansas may no 
longer sell whiskey 
to people who pre- 
sent prescriptions 
forit. A large num- 
ber of the druggists 


ing to assist in har- 
vesting the Kansas 
wheat crop this year. 
— Chicago Record- 
Herald. 


ONE is to be par- 
doned for looking 
askance upon the 
legislators who feel 
it incumbent upon 
them to apologize 
for keeping a solemn 
pledge made to the 
people who elected 
them.— Zhe Com- 
moner. 








PUCK PROOFS 


PHOTOGRAVURES FROM PUCK 


Copyright, 1909, by Keppler & Schwarzmann. 

















Photogravure in Sepia, 19 x 15 in. 


Copyright, 1909, by Keppler & Schwarzmann. 


ON THE PICKET LINE. 
By E. Frederick. 
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PRICE ONE DCLLAR. 





Photogravure in Carbon Black, 19 x 15 in. 


A MARRIAGE OF CONVENIENCE. 


By Carl Hassmann. 


PRICE ONE DOLLAR. 





Reproductions. 


These are but two examples of PUCK PROOFS. Send 
Ten Cents for Catalogue with over Seventy Miniature 











3 Copies National Sportsman at I5e 45c for 
Send to-day. Total, eS 25ce. 
NATIONAL SPORTSMAN, Inc., 78 Federal Street, Boston 





Address PUCK, 295-309 Lafayette Street, New York 


Trade supplied by Gubelman Publishing Co.. 801 Third Ave., New York 








out there are prepar- | 


















THE KIND YOUR 
mmm" GRANDFATHER USED. 
ARO EAS GNIS AS Ne a 
























HARD ON THE GossIPs. 

“Why are all you women down on 
Mrs. Weedles? You were all very 
sorry for her when her husband died.” 

“Yes, and how did she repay our 
interest in her? She fixed things so that 
none of the papers would publish the 
amount of money he left.”— Zhe Cath- 
elite Standard and Times. 


Criticus.—So this is your picture, 
“The Battle,” is it? 

DeAvuBer.—Yes. 
thing. 

Criticus.— Oh, of course—but I 
don’t believe it’s as bad as it is painted. 


War is a terribie 


— Chicago News. 





THE DAILY GRIND. 


GREAT BEAR SPRING WATER. 
“Its Purity Has Made It Famous.” 
50c. per case of 6 glass stoppered bottles. 


Too many men wait until they have 
been done to a turn before turning 
over a new leaf.— Chic. Daily News. 
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Established 1810. 








OLD 
OVERHOLT 
RYE 


| 
A mellow, mature whis- | 
key, scientifically distill- | 
ed. carefully aged in | 
charred oak barrels, and | 
bottled in boud under | 
Government supervi- | 
sion. The Government 
green stamp over the 
cork of each bottle is a 
guarantee of age, proof 
and quantity. 


A.OVERHOLT & Co. | 
PITTSBURG, PA. 





Ir greatly surprises young people to 
learn that anyone hates them. Itis an 
equal surprise to the old to be told that 
someon likes them.—A/schison Week’y 

ost, 


THe Lapy.—Well, I'll give you two- 
pence—not because I think you de- 
serve it, mind, but because it pleases 
me. 

He Tramp.—Thank yer, mum, 
Couldn’t yer make it a tanner, an’ thor- 
oughly enjoy yourself.— Zhe Sketch. 





Koctrrns 
|) OF QUALIT oe ) 


FERDINAND WESTHEIMER & SONS 


LOL Vilit .? 


Live Outdoors 


Eat Prudently 
Drink Rationally 







A Club Cocktail 


IsA Bottled Delight 


a mixed-to-measure blend 


of fine old liquors agéd to-a 


‘ 


rful mellowness. 
Once drink CLUB COCK 


wonde 





rAILS and you'll never want 


the guess-work kind again. 





Don’t Worry 


' 





K Vartini 
“ Ase ak degrees of rank in the | i Maul 
servants’ hall ?” iy are the most | ; 1 
“To be sure. Maids who have a bottle from your dealer: 


charge of dogs won’t associate with 
maids who look after children.” — 
Louisville Couricr-Journa’, 


G. Fk. HEUBLEIN & BRO 





Ir may be all right to double the 
pay of the incoming President, but 
the mere fact that Mr. Bryan is sched- 
uled to make $100,00¢ on the lecture 
platform this year will not be accepted 
as sufficient excuse. — Wash. Herald. 





HARTFORD NEW YORK LONDON. 
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A FATHER judges his sen by what 
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Send Ten Cents for Catalogue 

with over Seventy Miniature 

Reproductions. 
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Address PUCK, NEW YORK 
295-309 Lafayette Street 











“A New York preacher says the Bi- 
ble has disappeared in that city,” says 
the Bridgeport (Miss.) Post. Some 
philanthropist should give Gotham 
another. Bible. — Washington TTerald. 


WaGeE earners who are inclined to 
complain because the promises of em- 
ployment after the election of Taft are 
not kept should remember that the 
recruiling stations of the regular army 
are open some eight or nine hours a 
day. ‘Thers are plenty of steady jobs 
in that line of employment for able 
bodied men.— Zhe Commoner. 














he has accomplished in the past; a 


ae sphere mother by what she hopes he will ac- 
Un It | complish in the future.— A/chison 


Weekly Post. 


Id's Be St | 
| 


© Bitters 


Mrs. Wiccs.—John, what is an ab- 
solute vacuum ? 

: Wiccs —An absolute vacuum, my 

A cordial for them dear, is something that exists only in 





that like the best, your mind.— Chicago News. 
a tonic for those 
who wish to get “YouR GLASSES,” she said, “have 
better. made a great difference in your ap- 
Sold Everywhere pearance.” 
LUYTIES BROTHERS, a you think 60 ie he asked. 
U.S. Agents, New York, es. You look so intelligent with 





them on.”— Chicago Record-Hcrald. 





Means that if a 


Krementz Collar Button 


is broken or damaged from any cause, you 
can take it to the nearest dealer who is 
authorized to exchange it for a new one 


Free of Cost 


We insure all Krementz Buttons because 
they are so well made that not one in ten 
thousand ever breaks. Solid gold and rolled 
plate, at all dealers. Send for booklet, 
««Story of Collar Button.’’ 


KREMENTZ & CO. 
61 Chestnut St. Newark, N. J. 





A P. O. FLirtation. 


He.—I shall Stamp my face upon your heart: 








FRIENDLY CRITICISM. Sue. —I could just Envelope you. 
KIND FriEND.—I have only one fault to find with He. — Then let’s get Registered.— Harvard 
your conception of Paradise, old chap. It looks like Hell. | Lampoon. 


















































